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Take you now this of 'Anne and make of the great t,t to Monsieur Da~/a/,y office, before — comprenez->j—-before that you go on the stage, or see anyone j, he want you to make some lies, I tink, so you best
*y i"
Mother, mother! " I cried.   As she ran, I held out j£r the part, Anne Sylvester, written large on it.   She <ed, and said:  "The last shall be first! " and kissing pushed me toward the stairs.
almost ran in my anxiety to obey orders; my mind ? in a state of happy confusion — what could it all *fl ? The announcement had been distinctly made only terday that Miss Agnes Ethel would play Anne. Was ill ? Had she met with an accident ? And why should „ Daly wish to see me privately? Could he be going #sk me to read the part over to him? Oh, dear, yen forbid! for I could much more successfully fly into the blue sky.
The   stairs that led down from the sidewalk to the ye-dpor passed across the one, the only, window of entire basement, which let a modicum of light into [ny den, intended originally for the janitor's use, but en by Mr. Daly for his private office.   Here the great ding intelligence of the entire establishment was- lo-jd.    Here he dreamed dreams and spun webs, watch-over the incomings, the outgoings, the sayings and doings of every soul in the company.   He would have n regulated their thoughts, if he could.    I once said him, after a rehearsal:   " If you could, sir, while in theatre at least, you would force us all to think only ail, Daly!'"
-Ie laughed a little, and then rather grimly remarked: khat speech made to anyone else would have cost you : dollars, Miss Morris. But if you have absolutely reverence, neither have you fear, so let it pass," and I rer said " Thank you " more sincerely in my life, for
*   •»    •<*       rr        i   •__!_   _,L   fL___    j_it______:___